Mrs. STRAIGHTFORWARD to her Son T1IMMY. 
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To which is prefixed, 


Mxs.. STRAIGHTFORWARD's LETTER 


Py 4 7 - - 


TO THE 
LADIES. ax» GENTLEMEN or CAMBRIDGE, 


| | Da 
Haud ignara mali, miſerit fuccerere diſto. Vir. En. 


Pm aſham'd to repeat what he ſaid in the ſequel, | 
= Alperfions /o cruel as nothing can equal, * 
I declare I am fhoeck'd ſuch a fellow ſhould , : 4 ' 2 
Aua ſpread all theſe lies of the innocent ſex. 
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— 


Dear Ladies and Gentlemen, 
HERE are few that will not allow with me that children 
are naturally ohinate; the experience I muſt have had, 


during the courſe of ſo long a life, is a confirmation of what 
I once doubted; and the plague and trouble I have had with 
my ſon Tiny convinces me he is not the leaſt of thoſe ob/ti» 
nate children: many a tear have I ſhed for him, and particus 
larly lamented that he ſhould have ſo juſt a reſemblance of the 
moſt inſenſible animals in his nature, without poſſeſſing the 
leaſt of their good qualities; for like a mule or an afs, all that 
an affectionate fond mother can ſay, cannot turn him from that, 
dangerous rugged path he has taken; and ſo ſenſelgſs is his ſtan; 


a of 


or 


of feeling, that {note but the fexeref beating can have efed ; 

and though this "hoy is peculiar to Tin, and an 4, I 
never yet heard that an afs, in the ſame ſenſeleſi manner that 
he tramps the road. ever run through an | whole neighbour- 
hood, and kicked endifircminatch every one that ventured out 


of doors. 
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Amidſt other misfortunes, I think it lamentable that children, 
whoſe youth and infignzficancy cannot furniſh, them with ſuffi- 
cient frength either for attack or defence, that they are the moſt 
expoſedto danger; and it ſeems to me as if it was natural for 
them to run into quite the ever/e from what they ſhould; bad 
company is a poy ſon, is death to a child. O how have I talked 
to Tin on that ſubject ! But regardleſs of every admonition, 
that curſed kharlot, the Muſe, O that they had not half the 
beauty they poſſeſs! drags him away I know not whither; Im 
afraid ſhe'll make a foo! of him at laſt. Now, my dear ladies, 
of you, to whom my ſon has unprovoked been guilty of the 
moſt ſhameful treatment, for him I beg ten thouſand. pardons. 
Do not be offended with what my child has ignorantiy and 
fooliſhly 


[ iii ] 
fooliſhly ſaid ; but I beſeech you rather pity his childhood, and 
deſpiſe the poy ſon of an impotent ſnake; for if when he re- 


turns home, I ſhould whip him for his ill uſage, his ſkin can 


never retain the mark, and I give you in juftice this public - 


letter, ſince all my private admonitions have failed. And ex- 
pecting an undutiful anſwer, I leave it to your candour to de- 
termine, if I have not in the following epiſtle, by my advice 
to him, diſplayed the kindneſs of an anxious, affectionate 


mother. 


wet. lat. 
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Mrs STRAIGHTFORWAR PD. 


UST come from a' viſit, dear Tim, t'other night, | | - 
Your ſecond epiſtle occurr'd to my ſight : 
Having read the contents, (as an anxious fond mother 
Gives better advice to her ſon than another) 
Thus I, if my fears with my wiſhes agree, 
Will give my beſt counſel, Sug Timmy, to thee; [ 
For I fear leſt the Muſe, with her beautiful face, / 
Should lead thee, perhaps, to ſome dangerous place. 
As much as your now remembers of Latin, 


To rhyme like yourſelf, here's a verſe will come pat in: 


B For 


(:471 


For ſhe's bound to declare what ſome poet has writ, 
Poeta, aye, naſcitur: what follows, non fit ? 
For heavens, dear Tim, if you muſt then compoſe, 


Break off with your Mufes, and joke in your proſe. 


2 YT 1 

Amidſt your“ B. D's, tis a Laureat” you court, 
But if they ſhould crown you, they'll crown you in port ;. 
Ald you envy to ſoar on the berth-day of Kings :* 
Won't a pig my ſuffice your poetical wings? 
For you know, my dear Tim, that the higher you fly, 
The greater the fall, and the ſurer to die. 
Remember the mighty endeavours of Bell.“ 
When a poor little fly ſent him groaning to Hell: 

Thus mortals will fall, that aſpire to be great, 


When they cannot arrive at the mark they'd be at. 


But 


Mrs. Straightforward hopes Timmy will excaſe the word Bell. for Bellerophon, She has 
taken that poetical liberty from the 45th line of his epiſtle, . The dowager Muſ. for ——, 


4: 


But juſt let me make; and forgive a digreſlion, 


* 'Tis like M—n's diſcourſe; to diſplay my profſeſſion;” 
And © as herbs to gain ſimilies“ certainly:fuf.t 


Why I think of a poppy, the hint is enough. 


Now excuſe your dear mother, who wiſhes you well, 


Nor think her to harſh, though your fazlings the tell; 


She does it, my child, not to check your ambition, | 


But to drive your poor mule from the road of perdition; 


And firſt ſhe'remarks that yourmuſe is too rem, . 


That it meddles with thoſe who ne'er meddled with thee : 
Again ſhe muſt own, tothe grief of her heart, 

That you ſeem to have taken a cowardiy part, 

For you fight with the women, which adds to her pain, 
Since the women can never return it again. 


But 


* 


Mrs, Straightforward has taken one more liberty, ſuf, pro ſuffice.—Sce 45th line of the 
2d epiſtle, Muſ. pro Mm, 


. Mo 1 


I 
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But hold (my dear Tim) for ſure hiſtory ſaith / +1; | 
They were women that tore the ORR death; 
And you habe no chance, ſinoe your writings agree, 
You're not ſo well ſkill'd for defending as le. 
And again, what all authors ſoever agree on, 
One woman alone prov'd a death to ACT AON. 
Beſides, little Love takes ſo buſy a part, 
And his bow is ſo conſtantly bent for an heart, 
That ſurely he's wounded one virgin or more 
Of the whole tribe of ladies your pen has run oer; 
And if that is the caſe, my dear Timmy, beware 
A lover enrag'd never vaunts in the air, 
But he's id on his purpoſe ; methinks I can ſee 
The piſtol brought forward, and levell d at thee : 


For who can forbear, when an iu natur d. name 


Impos'd without juſtice ſhall point him to Fame ? 


— 


2 
But how could you think to MES 4% your maſter? 
He's a poet, and you Ev a—ſmall poctaſter $ 
Whoe'er in his ftile is not found to ſucceed 
(So odd is his verſe) muſt be ſhocking indeed, 
But pray now excuſe, for I wet be ſo free, 


As to ſay in what matters we yet diſagree. 


- And now my dear Tim) though you rang d through the pots, . 


It could hardly ſuggeſt the idea of cots; 
How horrid the fight, and my blood it now rouzes, 
For folks to be kill'd, and fuck up in their houſes, 


And I'm till in a fright, for O ſee how ſhe looks, 


. *Twas an opportune verſe to bring in the Miſs Cie; 


And from hence I ſuppoſe when you ſee Mrs. H*dg/*n, 


You gain an idea of what is a god/on ; 


C 1 ö And | 


Lest ) 
And by ſeeing Miſs Bl&ts“e and good Mrs. Fr, 
Im ſurpriz d you ſhould think of an old ſaſſtion d diſh here: 
And yet tis as odd you ſhould introduce ſpeakers 
Like ſo many old faſhion'd odd-colour'd beakers : 
And yet, ſure the ſenſe is amazengly full, 
I ſee nothing elſe that we want but a —bull : 
But hold: a rude monſter, I don't know, perhaps, 
But he'll make, if let tools, dreadful work with the caps, - 
And then I ſhould fear, though ** ies vaſlly genteel, 
Leſt he drive to this corner my dear Mrs. St. 
But away with this bull for a creature that's pretty, 
I ſcarce hear the name, but I * the word witty; 
And now for the raffle ; you've loft all your money ; 
I wiſh with yourſelf, I could ſay it was Funny ! ; 


And therefore ſuppoſe that ſince this is the caſe, | 


You publiſh'd your letter in hopes to—replace. 


L 

Well; if you will write, and I cannot diſſuade, rr Ae 
Accept a few rules ve inclos d for e trade a, 14} ũ w. Y 
With modeſty firſt you ſhould ſet out a poet... 
And if you will laſh; Ia and eti not to know it: 
Again for the world never „ 16 300 N 
Two letters and eroffes ſhould fill up the ſamaem; -* 
Next expletives, Tim, in my budget I've got, 
Buch as cer, ſuch as did, with alli mever, and not.. 
Thus ſaying, my father my brother fias chid. oilſy troy ful 
Take your expletives there, Jo—he=did,—fo-rhemaid.,. | 


And if you've occaſion ta ſiniſi willi ſpeed. > TraciT o 


There's no ſuch a word to be ſound as. indeed. Wär 

But here I muſt cloſe; and to hat I have done, |, n dT 
Add, I cannot ſuppoſe Im . in debt to my ſon.” , 5 . 
This one thing alone, that your verſes were borrow'd, 


Can pleaſe your unhappy 
* STRAIGHT FORWARD. 


Hah! 


— — — . 
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Hah! Timmy, well; like you Fil change my mode, 
You've ſet th' example by your laureat bde's ; 17223 A 
I cannot bear ſuch barren, fruitlbfe aR;'o rt dt. 
What think you Tim? Thereis mile enough?! 1 © | 1 /, 
Why not an epithet? Thats now and then; 
It ſhews an elegant, an able pen; 
God bleſs me ! potts with but la a frown; 
Should ſee the world and turn it b deen | 
But you, alas! can ſcarcely move the teary 1 
Much leſs dry up the forrows of deſpair. 
Come, Timmy, come, with fimile, I ſay, 
And epithet in piles we'll pave the way: 
Then ſhall you on that my addition's great, 
And yours without it loſes half its weight. 
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1995 THE 
ANNIVERSARY MEETING 


or ru 


GOVERNORS or ADDENBROOKE's HOSPITAL, 


Reviſed and corrected by Mrs. Straightforward, becauſe ſhe thinks her ſon Timmy has been 
deficient in drawing the portrait of a mi/erable wretch ; ſhe has made additions, and leaves 


it to the public to/ i whether ſhe has not added a, more Ariking picture of the 
. HunGcrzpo. 


1ſt Verſe. 
ee 1 waiting for the awful ſound” 
(Like many an half-flarv'd; hungry, Seki hound) 
Gi of Fate's bd ſummons to relieve his woes, 
* The weary mortal throws his eyes around,” 
That is to fee what 5814 are to be found, 


« And begs that Death his wretched life may cloſe.” 
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II. 
On ſharp Affliction's flinty bed,“ 
The ſtones are fit to cut ham dead, 
2 Diſtref, forlorn, he gaſping lies; 
% Diſeaſe ftill hovers o'er his head,” 
He cannot get a bit of bread, 
For ** Fate the wiſh'd-for boon demies !” 


III, 
* The pangs of Poverty diſtract his ſoul ! 
* Tormenting horrors through his ſpirits roll,” 
As marbles driven by a bouncing pole, 
* Scarce able Life's afflicting weight to bear, 


He mourns, he pines, he lingers with deſpair!” 


He pants, he groans, and throws has legs into the air, 


3 ] 
IV. 
Who ſhall relieve the wretch's care ?” 

As lean as any dancing bear, 

«© What heart-reviving friend is near, 
© To hs ths tumult in bis breaſt, * 
To pop him in ſome raven's neſt, 


And huſh his troubles into reſt,” 


V. 
« A ſtream of anguiſh burſts through rocks of ſighs,” 
No better living Acieton « Surgeon buys, = 
« His heart o'erwhelms, and drowns his care-ſhrunk cheek, 
«© Whilſt murm'ring torrents, which ſucceſſive riſe, 
« The Rh of his ſoul beſpeak.” 
And ſay he has not taſted victuals for a week, 


VI. 


(14 ) 
VI. 
« He weeps, but weeps not long in vain, 

For PiTy warms the human breaſt!” 

Old Belzeb. gone, he's now at reſt. 
« The pearly bleſſing ſtarting from her eye 
„ Lulls into peace the melancholy ſigh ;” 
The tears an gone, and ſo — is eyes are dry, 

90 Benevolence, celeſtial maid, 

«« Extends her ſorrow ſoothing aid,” 

85 Though flyly weeping for the 0k paid, 


Plenty relieves where Penury oppreſt, 


— 
* 


„And Charity alleviates the pain.“ 


And poor Hu N RE DO Hd upon his legs again. 


— 16 J 


VII. | 
% Rouze then to ſongs of grateful joy” 


— 


( Come hither yonder little boy) 
The ſleeping Iyre's harmonious ſtring, 
1 Extend your voices through the yielding ſky,” 
Nell fet up fuch a diſmal cry, 


Well make the earth and all its caverns ring. 


VIII. 
© Awake the harp, attune the lute, 
« Breathe in ſoft ſtrains the melting flute,” 


And drive away HUNGREDO's diſappointed Murx. 


IX. 


In drunken frolick and in one concordant breath, 


HuNnGREDO with us ſhall rejoice we conquer'd Death. 
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